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The Bull Roarer" 

By Red Thunder Cloud 



The Chickahominy, Pamunkey, Rappahannock and Matta- 

pony Indians of Virginia, the Catawba and Cherokee of South 

and North Carolina used to make a toy for their children which 

was known as the "Bull Roarer." This toy was made out of a piece 

of wood, the edges of which were notched like the teeth of a saw. A 

string of elmbark or leather would be attached to the "bull roarer" 

/through a hole in the top of the wood. The child would then put his 
arm through the leather string, hold his arm high above his head and 
whirl the toy round and round. This made a loud buzzing or roaring 
sound. Boys spent much time in seeing who could make the loudest "bull 
roarer." 
When near in g the Indian villages, the early settlers were often startled by the 
loud buzzings that could be heard for a mile away when twenty or more boys 
whirling their toys at the same time. The white children were fascinated by 
this simple toy and soon learned how to make the "bull roarer" also. 
Even today, in villages of the Indians mentioned above, it is possible to find chil- 
dren using the "bull roarer." ,«»•«»« »« •.MnuniMiutiinm ™ 
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HOW! TONTO SEE YOU 
TOSS GUNS INTO RIVER 
THEM LOOK LIKE GOOD 
GUNS 




ASK ANYONE IN MODOC WHO S THE TOP GUN- 
FIGHTER AND THEY'LL TELL YOU — -DAVE VANCE! 
WELL, THAT'S MY HANDLE* I'M FAST AND ACCU- 
RATE AND WHOEVER WANTS TO HIRE A GUNFlGHTER 
TO BACK HIM, NO MATTER WHAT HIS CAUSE, COMES 
TOME! 'LONG AS HE PAYS- 
I FIGHT FOR HIM 




-i- COMICS 



"I RODE OVER TO JEFF CALDER S OlGGlNGSf 
A NICE PIECE OF LAND! I ALWAYS LOOK AT LAND" 
WAS RAISED ON A FARM f IN FACT, I'VE BEEN 
PUTTING ALL MY GUN-EARNED CASH INTO 

FARMLAND... " 




I OON T KNOW WHAT HAPPENED TO YOUR 
GUNS, BUT I'LL STAKE TOU TO THE 

FINEST COLTS--- 




I'M NOT GUNFIGHTING \ 
ANYONE ANYMORE! 
I'VE GOTTENRIOO 
MY GUNS FOR KEEPS. 
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LIKE LIGHTNING, JACKS HAND STREAKSFOR 
HIS GUN... 





IF WOUNDING ME HAD ANYTHING TO DOWITH 

MAKING YOU CHANGE YOUR WAYS ITWAS 

ALMOST WORTH ITT, 

'lT DID 1 - BUT I FOUND 
IT HARDER TOSHAKEMY 
REPUTATION THAN TO 
MAKE I 




1 SEE YOU'RE GOING IN FOR FARMING? ) 
STOP BY MY PLACE, I'VE SOME 
EXTRA SEED* J~ — 




thanks' i'llbea 
sodbuster like you 
now; tonto's plan 
gave me that chance 




WE CAN ALWAYS USE A GOOD FIGHTER f BUT WE 
HEARD YOU 'RE BAD MEDICINE AT YOUR CAMP- 
GOT SENT PACKING: HOW DO WE KNOW 
YOU'RE AS GOODkS YOU TELL US 

'YOU SEE-UM? 
THAT TONTO, 
STRONGEST BRAVE 
IN WHOLE TRIBEf 





NO, CUNNING HAND, 00 NOT LOOK TO THEM FOR 
HELP? THEY KNOW YOUR TRIBE BANISHED YOUf 
IF A MAN FAILS TO WIN THE RESPECT OF HIS 
OWN PEOPLE—- HE WILL NOT GAIN 
THAT OF STRANGERS 





THEY CAN PAY ME FOR MY 
WORK! MONEY BUYS FOOD! 
BESIDES, MY PEOPLE SENT 
ME AWAY > 


\/ — YOU COULD 

)| MAKE THEM U 

J\ WANT YOU f 

\ BACK! 7 
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AND AS TONTO GALLOPS 
OFF- 



CUNNING HAND LOOKS 
TROUBLED--- I GUESS 
HE CANNOT DECIDE WHETH- 
ER TO TRY TO COME BACK 
WITH OUR TRIBE OR GO 
WITH THE WHITE GUN- 
FIGHTERS! 




FOR A SECOND, AS HE SEES TONTO FALL HELP- 
LESSLY, CUNNING HAND THINKS OF REVENGE, 
BUT THEN.. . 




(what's wrong ? Y . 
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' WHAT IN BLAZESr ^ 

^BEHIND ^»<-^- 
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HO-HOLO YOUR FIRE 





— -NO, CUNNING HAND, I ONLY PRETENDED TO 
8ESICKT I REALIZED THAT LETTING YOU DELIVER 
THE SILVER WOULD GIVE YOU A CHANCE TO 
REDEEM YOURSELF WITH OUR TRIBE ■ I FOLLOW- 
ED YOU AND JOINED YOU WHEN I SAW YOU 
DEFENDING THE SILVER? YOU PROVED 
MY TRUST WAS RIGHT,' 



THAT NIGHT, AFTER CUNNING HAND HAD DELIVERED 
THE SILVER AND TONTO HAS TURNED OVER THE GUN-" 
FIGHTERS TO THE LAW, A COUNCIL IS HELD ... 



I VE HEARD 
YOU WERE 
LOOKING FOR 
A NEW RIFLE 

---YOUR 
CREDIT'S 
GOOD AT MY 




THE CANOE TRIP 




Little Elk stood by the shore of the great 
lake that lay before the Algonquin camp. 
Timidly, he refused to climb into the light 
blrchbark canoe that his two nine-year- 
old friends held for him. 

"Get in, Little Elk. You can swim. Even 
if it tips over, you wjl still be safe." 

"No," Little Elk stammered. "I would 
rather not try paddling by myself today. 
The wind is too strong. Maybe it would 
blow me across the lake or overturn me far 
out — " 

"He always has an excuse. He is just 
ofrdid!" 

With a wave of their hands, the two 
boys left Little Elk. They had each taken 
the frail canoe out alone and brought it 
back. There was little risk or danger and 
Little Elk was an even better swimmer. 
They were not the only ones who witnessed 
Little Elk's refusal to try his paddle alone. 
Bold Arrow, his father, had watched the 
scene from the nearby pines. The great 
brave's face was sad. He was always 
chosen to lead the war parties, and that 
fearful boy was not acting like his son. 
True, as a child, Little Elk had been very 
ill and was still not as strong as the others, 
but to take a canoe out alone did not de- 
mand great courage. 

"1 will sit in my canoe," Bold Arrow said 
gently. "Paddle to the island, Little Elk. If 
your canoe overturns, I will be there to help 
you. But, even if Iwere not, you are a good 
swimmer." 



For a moment, the young Algonquin 

hesitated. Then, as his father watched, he 
carefully boarded the birchbark canoe that 
rode high in the water and stroked for the 
island. A feeling of triumph filled his father 
— but not for long. Suddenly, far short of 
the island. Little Elk swung his canoe about 
and raced for the safety of the shore. 

"Th-There was a bad wind out there, 
father. If I went any further I might have 
been overturned." 

All that night, Bold Arrow tried to think 
of a way to get Little Elk to make the trip 
to the island. If he could overcome his son's 
needless fear just once, all would be well. 
Little Elk would gain confidence and his 
friends would mock him no more. 

Next morning, Little Elk was awakened 
by his father's groans. The warrior clutched 
his stomach and sent Little Elk running for 
the Medicine Man. Outside the tent, Little 
Elk waited, wondering what the wise 
shaman would find. "Get your canoe," the 
Medicine Man commanded. "Paddle to 
the island. Bring me some of the juniper 
berries you will find there." 

"T-To the island? But I cannot — " 

"There is no one else around to send! 
Do you want your father to get well? Then 
paddle there swiftlyl" 

Love for his father overcame his fear. 
Little Elk dug his paddle deeply, shooting 
across the waters toward the island. But a 
rising wind caught the high riding bow. The 
water became choppy. Still he paddled on. 
Then a sudden gust struck the bow. Over 
went the light canoe, spilling him into the 
lake. For a moment, he thought of swim- 
ming for shore, but his father needed the 
juniper berries. Carefully, Little Elk righted 
the canoe and climbed in. 

Some time later, from the tent, his father 
and the Medicine Man watched the trium- 
phant, smiling boy paddle homeward. The 
Medicine Man turned to the happy Bold 
Arrow, "You had better lie down again and 
pretend to be sick!" 

"The juniper berries are good medi- 
cine," Bold Arrow replied, "t do not need 
them, but they cured Little Elk. He knows 
now he can handle a cdnoe alone. Never 
again will he be needlessly afraid!" 




SUDDENLY, HE DIGS HIS HINDLEGS INTO THE 
GROUND AND PULLS UP SHORT » THERE IS 

ANOTHER SCENT BEHIND THE CORN'S 

A DANGEROUS SCENT. . . 



THERE UNDER A CLEVER COVER OF BOUGHS. HE 
FINDS WHERE THE THREATENING SCENT ORIGIN- 
ATES! THIS IS THE WORK OF HIS ENEMY-- MAN; 
THE CORN WAS TO LURE HIM INTO THE TRAP... 



AS THE WIND CARRIES THE TEMPTING SCENT OF 
THE CORN TO HIS NOSTRILS, THE PAINTED PONY 
LASHES OUT AGAINST THE TRAP THAT KEEPS 
HIM FROM HIS PRIZE. . . 




FINALLY, THE- PAINTED PON* S ATTACKS DRIVE 
THE OTHERS BACK. .... 




OVER AND OVER, THE PAINTED PONY ROLLS 
TOWARD THE CORN BAIT AND SUODENLY, HIS 
BODY SNAPS A THIN ROPE 





AS HE HEARS THE VOICES OF THEONCOMING MEN, 
THE PAINTED PONY GALLOPS AROUND THETRAP! 
SUODENLY.HE STOPS • HE SEES THE LOO HIS EARLY 
KICKING LOOSENED, WHEN HE KNOCKED It' INTO 
THE CORRAL, AS HE 
STOOD OUTSIDE . ,. 




THEN HE FORCES HIS BODY THROUGH THE OPENING 
THE OTHER LOGS TEAR AND BURN HIS HIDE, BUT 
WHAT ARE A FEW PAINFUL BRUISES IF THEY 
WIN HIM HIS FREEDOM... 




IN HIS FURY TO ESCAPE, HE RAKES THE STURDY 
CROSSBARS! BUTTHEY HAVEBEEN PURPOSELY 
LASHED INSIDE THE CORAL, IN ORDER TO PREVENT 
A TRAPPED HORSE FROM BEING ABLE TO FORCE 
THEM OUT... 





AT LAST, HE IS OUT! BEHIND HtM, HE HEARS THE 
DEFEATED CRY OF THE MEN HE HAS ELUDEOfANO 
THE PAINTED PONY GALLOPS OFF TO RE JOINTHE 
OTHER WILD MUSTANGS HE SAVED FROM 
THE TRAP... 





BUT SUDDENLY ( 
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H-HE SSTOPPEDf 

a few more paces 

he'll be inrange 
ofmy rope! but**'//)' 

DHE HALT 





HE'S FREE— {BUT 
HE ISN'T RACING OFF' 
HE KNOWS I'M HIS 
FRIEND NOW' 




Had the masked man's nephew teamed up with outlaws ? 

It seemed impossible, yet . . . 

»<w "The return ol Dan Rein"' 

mTHE LONE RANGER 

Only 10$ at your favorite DELL Comics Dealer 




DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 



SNOW SNAKE 

One of the most popular Indian winter games was Snow Snake. The 
players would use specially-shaped spears and throw them along the 
surface of the snow or ice or in a straight, shallow groove that was 
made by pulling a log across the snow. In the contest, the players 
threw for distance and the snake that went furthest won. 

The snow snake was made of hickory or ash and carefully smoothed. 
The underside was rounded and the front was painted to look like a 
snake's head. The Indian boys and girls used snow snakes four to six 
feet long, while some braves cast ten-foot snakes. Played by the 
Indians on snow or ice, snow snake was a game that demanded skill 
as well as Strength. copyright, rase, by western printing a utho. co 
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A PLEDGE lillil TO PARENTS M 

The Dell Trademark is. and always has been, 
a positive guarantee thai the comic magazine 
bearing it contains only clean and wholesome 



'ertainmenl. The Hell code p/i, 

entirely, rather than regulates, objectionable 
material. That's ichy when your child buys a 
Dell Comic you can be sure it contains only 
good Inn. '■ijki.i. comics ark good comics" is 
our credo and constant goal. 
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/-lave Motr\ and Dad tel<e you down -fo j 
seethe l<een new toys IN TOYiAMD/ 




Here's just one of the many * 
plastic toys you must see 
IN PERSON! 




"Old Ironsides"— real from 
stem to stern — and even 
a landlubber can build her! 

Every detail of the famous old frigate 
"Constitution"- from plastic decks, guns, 
and spars to long boats (with oara) an^ 
companion-ways going below-is exsitli^. 
right! Even the pre-assembled ratlines. 
16 3 /4" long, this model towers 12W high. 
Easy instructions— terrific results! 

Made by Revolt, Inc., Venice, Calif. 



GO SEE the brand-new toys made of Monsanto plastic today. They're 
colorful, unusual . , . and tough ! You can wash them clean in a jiffy. They 
won't rust . . . ever ! What a smooth shiny finish-with no sharp edges to 
spoil your fun ! They're beautifully designed, finely constructed to last a 
Song, long time. No worry about peeling or chipping- their brilliant colors 
aren'-t just painted on -they're solid clear through. No question about it-, 
these new plastic toys will be the. most play-full toys you ever bought! 
Monsanto Chemical Company, Plastics Division. 




Kidsl Monsanto doesn't moke toys. We supply toy manu- 
facturers wilh plastics from which many nifty new toys 
are made— materials like Lustrex styrene, Monsanto Poly- 
ethylene, and Opalon vinyl. So if you want to know more 
c' , shese toys, go see them in your favorite toy store. 
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